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Author's Notes: 


The door of the community centre flew open much too forcefully, clattering against a nearby wall. Not that it 
mattered much, all the paintwork in this place looked chipped and worn, who'd notice a chunk of plaster 


missing? A musty smell made its way into the street. 


It was blowing a gale out there and pissing down with rain. The wind heaved again, trying to suck the rickety 
door back out into the street. 


A young man hurriedly ducked into the shelter of the building, grabbing the errant door by the handle and 
pulling it closed. His blonde hair had whipped itself out from the collar of his jacket and wet golden streaks 


plastered themselves against his cheeks and forehead. 


He looked up and nodded apologetically to the small gathering of people inside. After a couple of seconds they 


resumed their talking, leaving the new arrival to set down a bashed old guitar case on the floor, and find a 


seat for himself. 
He wiped the rainwater from his eyes with the back of his arm, and nervously sat down, crossing one skinny 
leq over the other. He shifted, uncomfortable in his tight jeans, butterflies fluttering in his stomach, and 


watched what was going on. 


A few older guitarists, guys in their 20s, were gathered about the room, one or two tuning up, one standing at 
the front on an incredibly low stage, ready to give his audition. 


The young man sniffed. He was coming down with a cold. He'd kill for fag, but he forgot to buy a packet at the 


corner shop. A couple of the blokes in the hall were smoking and it only worsened his cravings and his anxiety. 


A caretaker was shifting in an irritated manner at the other end of the room. He was dying to get in and get 


everyone to clear out, then he could sweep up, lock up, and finish for the night. 

The bloke who ran the band, Steve Harris, was sitting down the front. He had his arms crossed and he looked 
in a mean fucking mood. His dark eyes were boring into the wannabe new members of his band. He chewed 
fervently on a piece of gum. 

Slouching against an old upright piano in the corner was Dennis Wilcock, the band's flamboyant singer. It might 
be Steve's band, but it made sense to have Dennis here too. He had to sing over the top of whatever bastard 
they chose for this job. 


A guy with dark, curly hair, playing a Les Paul, was next up. He launched into an intro. Just seconds in, 


someone waved him to stop. Steve looked around in disgust, audibly swearing under his breath. 
"Fucking ‘ell, next!" 


The rejected musician tried to get into some discussion about it, but Steve and Dennis and two other blokes 


with them were having none of it. The guitarist retreated, muttering about them being picky bastards. 
And thus went the auditions. 


A couple of the guys made it through more than one song, Steve even appeared to be getting into it once or 


twice. 


But one note wrong, and they were out of there. He was a tough git, not pulling any punches when it came to 


pointing out each guitarist's shortcomings. 
"You call that a fuckin’ bend? Sounds like a bleedin’ dyin’ cat, and one that's out of tune at that!" 


"I thought for one second you ‘ad a good thing going, but you got no sense of rhythm!" 


Only one more left to go ahead of him. Dave unfolded his legs, leaned down to quietly pop open the catches on 


the guitar case, one by one, and lovingly lifted his beloved Strat from the worn velvet interior. 


He relaxed a little as he lifted the guitar into his lap, his slender left hand naturally gliding down the neck and 
coming to rest by the fifth fret. He experimentally fretted a few chords and arpeggios, silently, not picking any 
string with his right hana. 


Between auditions, Steve and Dennis chatted. Talking about last night's match, a gig last week, who could and 
couldn't hold their beer, etc, etc. 


The last guitarist, with his long, black hair, moustache, and candy apple coloured Strat, had done better than 
most of them. Steve had pulled him up a couple of times, but didn't lay into him the way he'd done with all the 
others. Dave sighed softly to himself, downhearted. He'd never get this gig. 


The other guy finished, and began unplugging his guitar and packing it away. 
Moment of truth. 


Dave heard the rain lashing against the door and wondered how long it would be before he was back out there 
in the dark, getting blown along the street, guitar tucked under one arm, disappointed. 


Steve was staring hard at him as he made his way to the front, and went about fixing his guitar strap, 
plugging in to the big Marshall amp and tuning up. 


Dennis cracked some joke about an ugly blonde bird and a skinny bloke, and Steve turned to laugh along with 


him. A shiver ran up Dave's spine. 
A terse nod from Steve. Then he began to play. 


He'd chosen a bit of Santana, partly because he thought it showed off his skills a treat, and partly because it 


was what he was into. The second the first note rang out, Dave closed his eyes and was lost in the music. 


It was as if he forgot all the other people in the room, it was nothing but him, and his guitar. Each chord 


resonant, each note pure and beautiful 


Dave was at the end of the song before it dawned on him that he'd made it this far without being shouted at 
by Steve. He opened his eyes as he finished. Steve sat in exactly the same place, still staring, brows furrowed, 
arms still folded, still chewing gum. 


Stuttering slightly, which made his lisp more obvious, Dave asked if they wanted him to play something else. 
Nobody objected, so he took that as a ‘yes’. 


He switched between pickups and checked he wasn't standing on any cables. 


"Whassup with your ‘and?" said Steve suddenly, nodding at Dave's fretting hand. "You got your thumb up over 
the fretboard." 


A couple of people were nodding and muttering in agreement as Dave tried to explain that was just the way he 
played. But still Steve didn't boot the youngster out. Rather he was looking at him with a little more interest, 
taking in the spectacle of this softly spoken, golden-haired young musician. 


Dave had picked a backing tape for his second song, and, rather bravely, chosen to play a lead of his own 


composition. 


The muffled backing tape started, earning some disdainful smirks and drowned-out comments from Steve's 


entourage. 

And Dave began to play. 

Slowly at first, building from one pure crystalline note to the next, the sound pristine and full of feeling. His 
eyes drifted shut, dreamily, the clear tone of the guitar slipping into fluid legato notes, moving between 
powerful, mournful, and emotional. 


Steve cocked his head to one side. He stopped chewing, his tight jaw falling open a little. 


Dave's fingers danced over the shining strings, a perfect bend flowing seamlessly into a faster phrase, 
executed in a distinctive style that could only be his own 


His confidence building as the atmosphere built, Dave opened his eyes, vivid blue, and the most natural, 
uninhibited smile spread across his youthful face. The tune again picked up pace, Dave matching the pace 


furiously with a cascade of notes, each one perfect, ringing out in that dingy room. 
He locked eyes with Steve. And then, disaster. 


Preparing for a hauntingly beautiful finale, he caught his right sleeve on the tremolo arm, pulling on it sharply, 
turning the melody ugly and off key, shattering the atmosphere. He whipped his hand free, but he'd bent the 
strings so hard and so abruptly he'd put at least two out of tune. 


Shit! He panicked, forgetting to compensate by playing up a fret. 
He had no choice but to finish the lead as he'd intended..but hopelessly out of tune. 
The smile fell from his face at once. He ended the song with his eyes firmly down on the floor. He could hear 


the impatient scuffle of feet shifting and see the people in the room beginning to turn their attention away, 


writing him off as a failure. It was some moments before he could look up at Steve. 


‘lm, er, sorry." His quiet voice trailed off into nothing. 


But Steve's brown eyes had softened, and he was looking intently at the young man. He let out a barely audible 
breath. 


'It's.its okay," said Steve, softly, his voice almost a croak that didn't come out properly. 


Unsure, Dave lifted the neck of his guitar again, looking at Steve, eyes wide. Hesitantly, he went to tune the 
offending strings. 


"You want me to play another?" 
Steve nodded, a slight smile crooking one side of his mouth upwards. 
"Of course, whenever you're ready." 


And everyone in the room turned and looked, amazed that Steve had given him a second chance, let alone been 
so polite. The boy had talent, yes, but after such an amateurish mistake? Steve accepted no less than perfect 


for his band. 


But they stayed put as Dave tuned his guitar once more, and played again, this time radiating confidence as 
shining as his golden hair. 


And all the while, Steve just looked on in awe, watching every movement, every mannerism, charmed by the 


spectacle of the young guitarist. 


HK 
Striding out into the rain and wind, jacket over one shoulder, Dennis shook his head in disbelief. 


They let this scrawny kid join Iron Maiden? He'd give him a month. Two at the most. 


